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	1. New Beginings

**Tuesday October 3****rd****, 2000. **

"You like that?" the taller of the two purred, his hands on either side of the smaller one's thighs as his tongue licked up the long shaft.

"Mmphm," said the shorter one as his large blue eyes clouded in lust. "Come on Chris, swallow me."

And without even the slightest of warnings Chris did just that, engulfing his shorter companion's stunningly beautiful cock with his willing mouth. Justin let out a hiss and gripping the sheets tightly he bit down on his lower lip to keep himself from thrusting his hips forward.

BANG.

"No, Mary I am sick and tired of working my ass off so this ungrateful little shithead can pass the time fanning over all the little cheerlead-"

"Fuck!"

Almost as soon as the door had slammed open the two teenagers had broken apart, one stammering for words and the other one pulling up his pants desperate to escape.

"What the fuck-what-What is the meaning of this?" Harrison Hobbs II bellowed, his face red and the vein on his temple throbbing dangerously.

"Dad, I-I-fuck, it was him," Chris said wildly pointing an accusing finger at his moments before lover in desperation.

Stunned the blonde teen turned to Chris. "What the fuck Hobbs! Me? I'm pretty sure you were the one on your knees!" he spat.

"Shut the fuck up Taylor!" Chris snarled, fists clenching. Not in anger at the blond he was taking it out on precisely but at himself for being such a goddamn coward.

"Get out!" Hobbs senior growled at Justin and he didn't need to be told twice, he was out of there before they could change their minds. Only feeling slightly guilty for leaving Chris alone with his overly religious parents as he practically ran the ten blocks back home.

With shaky hands Justin pulled the keys out of his pocket, and fitting it into the keyhole pried the door open. This time he did ran up the stairs to his bedroom, his heart pounding furiously in his chest but not before closing and dead bolting the front door as if that kept what was to come at bay. He was fucked, he was so fucked. He slammed the door shut of his room, and threw himself onto the bed but as soon as his body hit the mattress he sprang back up and paced the length of his bedroom, one reverberating thought constant in his head: _I am so fucked._

After what seemed like a lifetime but was really only half an hour later he heard his father's booming voice from downstairs.

"Justin! Justin! Get down here now!"

"Yep, I'm so fucked," Justin mumbled to himself as he took a deep breath squared up his shoulders and marched downstairs to meet his parents.

Craig Taylor was standing by the entrance hall cordless phone in hand and his back turned to Justin as he towered over his wife, his anger almost tangible.

"And when where you planning on telling me Jen?"

"Craig, please don't you think you're blowing this out of proportion?"

"Out of-out of proportion? No Jen, I will not have some, some little-"

"Fag," Justin finished for him. Both Craig and Jennifer's head turned to look up at their eldest son.

"Justin don't say tha-"

"Why not mom? It's the truth," Justin said defiantly turning to look into his father's eyes. "Whether you accept it as your truth or not."

In an instant Craig Taylor advance on his son and struck him across the face as Jennifer gasped. Justin lost his footing but not his nerve though he was considerably shaking.

"What are you going to do dad? Huh? You're gonna beat the faggot out of me?"

"Justin!" his mom moaned looking from son to father in horror.

Ignoring her Justin continued. "News flash dad, you can't. So go ahead give it your best shot but I will still be your queer son," and with that he pushed past his father and mother and opened the front door running towards the only person he wished to see.

~~~3~~~~

**Friday October 6th, 2000 at 3:45 pm. **

"No! Just like that!?" shrieked his oldest and dearest friend.

"Apparently," said the blond as he let out a puff of smoke. He passed it to Daphne who took it but not before a few 'oh my god, oh my god.'

"What are you gonna do?" she asked with equally trembling hands as she handed the cigarette back to Justin.

"I don't know Daph, what can I do? I have no other choice but to comply," he said through gritted teeth.

"But-BUFFALO!" she shrieked. "That's so fucking far Justin!"

"I believe that's the point. It's a fucking catholic boarding school no less. I won't survive Daph," he said finishing rather dramatically.

"Oh shup up, you will too."

Justin gave her a small smile before inhaling deeply from his cigarette. "I suppose."

"When do you leave?"

"Tomorrow," he said deflated sitting back onto one of the lounge chairs by the pool.

"NO way," said Daphne more alarmed then she had been before. "How-that fast?"

"Money talks Daph," Justin said simply.

"Well, we need to do something, uhh we can take a trip to West Village again. I hear their clu-"

"So weirdness finally over?"

Momentarily stunned Daphne looked down at her best friend and nodded, a small sheepish smile spreading on her lips. "Weirdness definitely over."

Justin smiled, reassured and said, "Sure Daph, that sounds good."

The last thing he wanted to do was to go out but a final 'fuck you' to Craig Taylor wouldn't hurt anyone, but most importantly he was glad to have his best friend back after they had mistakenly decided they would rid themselves of their pesky virginities. He had only meant to help her since she insisted she didn't want to come out as a total freak to her boyfriend at the time for being completely inexperience. Justin though not completely inexperience in the art of gay sex (he was fluent in blow jobs and hand jobs) was if anything a little curious. It turned out to be not half bad but also not what he always imagined sex would feel like, at least that's how it was to him. Not so much Daphne.

It had been hard to let her down and their relationship had suffered for it, but now here they were planning another trip to the West Village, perhaps their very last.

~~~~~3~~~~~~

**Saturday October 7****th****, 2000.**

Justin was practically deposited at St. Francis high school by his parents (and not as a fragile package either), his father seemed relieved and his mother apologetic. He didn't say goodbye to either of them but instead slammed the door to his dorm in his mother's face and his father's retreating back.

"That bad huh?"

Startled Justin spanned around to meet the figure of a young boy about his height, his hair was wet and obscuring one of his big brown eyes and he had a towel tied around his slender waist. His roommate, he assumed, pushed his wet hair back with his fingers and smiled toothily at him.

_Perhaps this won't be as bad as I thought._ Thought Justin giving a small smile in return.

"Yeah you know, parents."

Big brown eyes nodded and extended his hand saying, "My name is Ethan by the way, Ethan Gold."

"Justin, Justin Taylor," said Justin shaking the hand.

"Why are you entering so late in the term?" Ethan asked a he rummaged in the cabinet on the right side of the room for something to wear.

"Uh,"

Ethan looked up at him curiously and then smiled again. "Don't be shy," he said. "Spill it."

Justin grinned sheepishly up at Ethan, "If you guess, I'll tell you."

Ethan considered that a moment and acquiesce. "It's not so bad here."

Justin said nothing as his eyes grew accustomed to his surroundings, there was a fireplace in the middle of the wall opposite the door and in between the three beds. He stared at it for a moment before throwing his belongings on the empty bed and pointing at the third bed which was farthest from the other two and asked, "Who sleeps there?" 

"Oh, that's Gregory," said Ethan with a roll of his stunning brown eyes. "He's probably at soccer practice."

"I take you don't like him?" Justin asked turning his back on Ethan as he began to unpack.

"You can say that," Ethan said as he passed by Justin, clothes in hand to go into the bathroom.

Justin said nothing, and with his back still turned to Ethan he heard the door to the bathroom close behind him.

A few minutes later Ethan came out of the bathroom fully dressed and still smiling that toothy smile. Justin didn't know whether he wanted to smile back or punch the cheeriness right out of his face. He settled on the former, it was a pretty face after all.

"Want to go grab some supper?"

"Umm, yeah sure," said Justin relieved to postpone the unpacking and explore his new, there he say it, home.

~~~~~~3~~~~~~

**Sunday October 8****th****, 2000.**

"Were you in any sport teams in your previous high school?" asked Ethan as they leisured against a maple tree on the campus' grounds.

"Mhm, not really. I was on the swimming team in my freshman year but it coincided with my art group so I quit."

"The swim team?"

Justin nodded. "Art is the fuel the drives me you know," he said sheepishly pointing at the violin resting on Ethan's lap.

Ethan nodded in understanding and a look pass between them that made Justin's gay-radar skyrocket. This time it was Justin's turn to smile widely at Ethan, whom stared back at him almost transfixed.

"Will Gregory be there," asked Justin. Ethan nodded without Justin having to say where 'there' meant. "That's too bad," he whispered huskily into Ethan's ear trailing his fingers up his thigh.

Ethan looked up and their eyes met, blue on brown locked together. "What if someone catches us?" he said in a small voice.

Justin's lip curled, "Isn't that the point?"

Ethan gulped as Justin finally reached his destination. His smile broadened when he felt the hardness of the other boy's cock as he stroked it through the cloth of his jeans. Making quick work of it Justin unbuttoned and unzipped Ethan's pants and pulled out the rock hard dick. He looked down and satisfied with the size (yeah yeah, he was a size queen) he began a steady rhythm as Ethan gasped and moaned.

Justin looked up to meet brown eyes but instead he met hazel ones over Ethan's shoulder. There wasn't repulsion there or even slightest of reprimands, no on the contrary, what he saw there was intrigue and most of all lust.


	2. The Blond Twink

**Monday October 9****th**** 2000 at 10:05am**

"Class starts at 10 Mr. Gold not a minute later," said the husky voice of the tall brunette from behind his desk as two students hurried into the classroom. "And you must be Mr. Taylor, our new student?"

Now he could finally put a name to the very mischievous boy. And no he wasn't going to think about how he went back to his office/sleeping quarters (staff members rotate staying on campus every two weeks) and jerked off to the sexy little twink.

The blond nodded his head and looked up after taking his seat. A smirk curling unto his full raspberry lips in recognition. "I am."

"Welcome to our advance English lit. class Mr. Taylor. I am Brian Kinney and I will be your professor for the remaining of the school year." He paused to turn to Ethan and said, "Detention, Mr. Gold. As for you Mr. Taylor let's not make a habit of it shall we?"

Ethan groaned and Justin nodded, his smirk fading from his lips. _Good._ Brian thought.

"As I was saying before the interruption," his eyes lingered for more than was advisable on Justin. "open your books to page 55. I'll give you thirty minutes to read the passage and then we will discuss it."

In the back of the room he saw Justin shimmy himself closer to Ethan until their desks met. Ethan smiled warmly at Justin before putting his book in the middle of both desk. "Thanks," he heard Justin whisper.

In those thirty minutes Brian found himself glancing every so often up at the two boys in the back of the room. For the first ten minutes they simply read the passage, eyes moving over the page. Then it was Justin who looked up first and directly at him, an almost devilish sneer spreading across his face. Brian would be damned if he looked away first, not to mention that the boy did have the most amazing blue eyes. _No way little boy, this is my territory._ But Justin didn't look away, no, instead the more they stared at each the braver the blonde became. Brian rolled his lips in annoyance and looked away. _Little fucking shit. _When he did look up again it was five minutes to and Justin was no longer looking up at him but whispering something in Ethan's ear. For a nanosecond he wondered what it could be but quickly pushed that thought aside. It was none of his business.

"Is everyone done, or do we need more time?" he asked the class at large avoiding the blonde twink.

The class nodded in unison. "Good. Let's proceed."

At the end of class all but one person filed out eagerly to get to lunch. The person in question waited until all the students were gone before approaching his desk. He should have made it a hasty retreat but the boy had already made him look away and he would not be made to run out of his own classroom.

"Yes?" he asked without looking up at the boy as he placed essay papers in his case.

"Well professor Kinney, you see, I don't have my books yet and I was wondering if there were any spares that I could use in the meantime." His baritone voice betrayed his boyishly good looks and Brian found himself appreciating the combination.

Brian looked up at then and his eyes locked with blue ones as Justin licked his lips. _Impish twat. _"Sure, there should be some in the back cabinet. I'll go grab one for you."

_Not the place nor time, Kinney. _Brian broke the connection and headed to the back of the room fully aware that Justin followed close behind.

"Umm, that one doesn't seem too rouged up," said Brian after a quick search through the cabinet, more than aware of the blonde's presence in a room where they were all alone.

"Thanks," said Justin reaching for the book Brian offered him. "I don't mind a little rough."

The words were seductive and Brian couldn't help but notice the way he licked his upper lip when he said 'a little'. Unable to contain it Brian smirked. "I bet you don't."

~~~~~~3~~~~~~

**Same day. Club Proteus at 12:45 am. **

It was hard enough to sit through one class with that impish boy but now he had to cover a second class for one of his co-workers, whom was currently on baby leave. She had given birth to their baby boy, Gus, only last night, not that they were planning on raising it together. _Hell no. _That was the munchers responsibility, yet he couldn't deny the immediate and almost fearsome love that emitted through him upon holding the tiny bundle that was his son Gus.

"Earth to Brian. Brian?"

He turned to the source of the voice and cocked an eyebrow. "Yes?"

"How does it feel like to be a father?" asked the tall sandy haired blonde, the flashing lights making him almost ethereal.

"Same as always, Ben."

"Oh come off it, Michael told me you were practically jumping out of your skin last night. Something about a ticking time machine."

Brian rolled his eyes and scanned the dance floor for the third trick prospect of the night. "Tell the little wife to stop spreading lies about me."

"Uh huh," said Ben not at all convinced.

"Isn't it a little too late for you professor, isn't Mikey waiting?"

It was Ben's turn to roll his eyes. "You know Michael left his morning to a Comic Con convention for his new comic book."

"Right, right," said Brian whose attention had been caught by a tall, toned, and caramel skinned stud from across the bar. _And just my type._

"Did you notice the new kid?" Now that momentarily took Brian's attention away from the trick. "Don't you think it's weird? Enrolling in his last year and a month after term started."

"He said he didn't even have his books," said Brian unable to help himself.

"Oh so you talked to him?" Ben said a little too knowingly.

Brian cocked an eyebrow and shook his head with a small chuckle. "Yes, and it was just that, a talk."

"I heard that he joined the art group-" Brian chocked on his drink and didn't hear most of what Ben said. "and since you promised Lindsay you would cover her classes and afterschool groups until she came back."

_What have I done to deserve this? _As if two hours with the blonde twink that day hadn't been enough. Now he had fucking afterschool specials (and not the ones he wanted) with the devil-may-care blond.

"Brian are you okay?" Ben asked concerned but Brian waved it away.

"Fabulous." His eyes went back to scanning the dance floor, this time intent on finding Caramel skin.

"Hello guys!" said a flamboyantly dressed tall man with a deep yet effeminate baritone voice. "Wanna dance professors?"

"Hey Emmett, sure," said Ben but Brian shook his head upon locating his target.

_Gotcha._ "See you later boys," and with that he made a beeline towards Caramel skin.

~~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~

**2:13 am Brian's loft.**

"Oh yeah, just like that."

Brian grinned as he pounded balls deep into Caramel skin, (he might have mentioned his name at some point, not that Brian remembered) his thrust becoming harder, faster until the trick had no other choice but to grip onto the sheets and hold on for dear life as Brian fucked him into the mattress.

"Oh god," Caramel skin yelled out panting and moaning as Brian hit that bundle of nerves over and over again. "So close."

A few savage thrusts later and he felt Caramel skin shudder under him as he released his load, his muscles tightening around Brian's cock, moments later Brian followed. And no the last image in his head when he came was definitely not the impish smile of the blond twink by the name of Justin Taylor.


	3. Peek-a-Boo

**Friday October 13****th**** 2000 at 4:00 pm**

"Oh my god Daph it's like I died and went to homo heaven," said Justin dreamily.

"Uh huh," she replied a little putout.

"Daph the Professors here are so fucking hot and my roommates are both pretty hot too."

"Your history muscle man/superman teacher?"

"Yeah, Ben Bruckner. Oh god and our English lit. professor Mr. Kinney, I swear Daph, the man radiates sex."

"Radiates sex?"

Justin nodded his head vigorously at the phone and then remembering Daphne couldn't see him said, "Yeah, and the way he looks at me Daph, I practically come in my pan-"

"What do you mean the way he looks at you Justin, oh my god you're not doing things with your teacher are you?"

"I wish," he whispered a little bitterly. It wasn't for a lack of trying that's for sure and he told Daphne just that.

"Justin!"

"What Daph I'm at my sexual peak it's all downhill from now."

The door to the dormitory opened and in came Gregory covered in mud from head to toe, hair wet from the pouring rain. Justin swallowed. Yep, he was definitely at his sexual peak. Gregory shook his shaggy black hair and gave Justin a sheepish smile.

"Uh huh. Just be careful."

"Right, right," he said to the phone still staring shamelessly up at Gregory. "I gotta go Daph, talk to you later."

"Jus-" he clicked the phone off.

"So how was practice?" Justin asked sitting up straighter in bed.

"Wet, muddy, miserable," he moaned pulling his shirt off. "Where is Ethan?"

"Not here."

"I reek, I'm gonna shower. Are we still on for tonight?"

"Oh definitely," said Justin. _And for a lot more. How straight is straight after all? And according to Ethan not straight at all._

"Right," he said, then swallowed at the intensity of Justin's stare. "Jus-"

"Right, right the girlfriend. Maya is it? Right it's not your fault your high school queer gave you an "unsuspecting" hand job."

From the little Justin could see from the muddy boy his cheeks and neck had flushed red. "Ugh, fucking Ethan."

"Oh come on, it's one of those stories worth repeating. So is that why you're here?"

He groaned and nodded. "You?"

"Same."

"How do we three queers-"

"Speak for yourself."

"Right," he said slowly deciding it was time to change the subject if the look on the green eyes was any indication. "Look, I didn't mean any offense."

Gregory shook his head, "I'm gonna take a shower, be ready by 9."

Justin nodded and watched as Gregory walked into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. The fact that he didn't lock it didn't go unaware but he had no patience for closeted borderline homophobes.

Standing up he decided to go meet Ethan for dinner like they had previously planned.

~~~~~~~3~~~~~~

**Club Proteus at 10:07 pm**

The three teenagers entered the club as the lights and deafening bass inundated their senses. "You guys want to go?"

"What for?" said Ethan and Justin together as they pushed the hesitant Gregory forward and towards the sweaty and grinding masculine bodies. "He always does this," said Ethan so only Justin could hear. They both laughed.

Justin wasn't sure how long they had been there, dancing, grinding with each other and who ever decided to join their party of three. A hot auburn hair guy had managed to isolate Justin from the rest as they danced to the rhythm of the music eyes locked on each other's. The hot guy leaned forward and whispered into Justin's ear, "You wanna go to the backroom?"

"Backroom?"

Auburn hair looked at him skeptically then shrugged. "Never mind."

"No, tell me." Justin said leaning forward to whisper in his ear. Auburn hair smirked.

"How about I show you." And with that he grabbed Justin's right hand and practically dragged him to this suppose backroom. _I don't know about a backroom but I could really use a blowjob._

He followed auburn hair (though the correct term is dragged) down the stairs and through a dark room with neon blue lights. _Is that mist? What the fuck. _He walked in and as his eyes caught his surrounding he froze making auburn hair lose his balance. Sucking, rimming, fucking, was that fisting (_Oh God), _anything you name it met his eyes. _Oh shit._

"You coming?" said Auburn hair a little impatiently.

Justin swallowed. "Umm, no I don't think so," he said freeing his hand. He felt so stupid, of course the "backroom" would be a "fuckroom." The clubs in West Village and in Chelsea that he had gone to didn't have this, this…backroom. "I'm gonna head back to my friends now, okay, right," he said as he stopped any further advances and retreated back up the stairs to the dance floor.

On the very top stair Justin looked up and through a gap in the dance floor his eyes caught hazel, and there he was. The hottest English lit. professor he had ever seen was staring right back at him. Then the gap closed and so did their connection. _Fuck, we are so screwed._ Justin thought as he scrambled to find his friends before Mr. Kinney did.

After being shoved this way and that (okay he did get distracted a few times) he managed to climb up the rails for a better look of the dance floor. He didn't see his friends however he did find Mr. Kinney who seemed to be looking for someone as well. Then again their eyes met and Brian smirked. _Maybe he had nothing to fear-Oh no, he's coming up here, fuck. _But then he saw them, Ethan and Gregory dancing with a group of tweaked out twinkies. In a dash Justin took the other set of stairs before Brian could catch up to him.

"Ethan, Greg, we gotta go, we gotta go now!" he said breathlessly once he reached them.

"What for? We're having fun," said Gregory who had to be pushed past the entrance only a couple of hours ago and was now grinding against a rather delectable dark skinned morsel.

"What's wrong Justin?" asked Ethan concerned, disentangling himself from one of the twinkies and moving to stand closer to the scowling blond.

"It's not a what is a who. We have to go before he-"

"You mean Mr. Kinney," said Gregory behind him once he had untangled himself from the dark skinned morsel and made his way to his two companions.

"You know?" They both laughed. "I need a drink." They headed to the bar as Ethan and Gregory continued to laugh at Justin's perplexed expression. "Explain." Justin said as soon as they reached the bar.

"Well, he caught us here last year," began Ethan.

"We almost shitted our pants," added Gregory.

"Right," Ethan nodded, "anyways we thought we were so busted and he told us to never come here again."

"But I was like he can't rat us out because then he incriminates himself."

"Exactly," said Ethan.

"So you guys just kept coming back?" asked Justin.

They both nodded. "He's never approached us again, but I know he's seen us around but we just pretend to not see each other."

"Easier said than done," Justin muttered to himself.

"What was that?" asked Ethan.

"Nothing," Justin said when they finally caught the bartender's eyes.

"Three double Jim beans, please." said Justin in his best baritone. The cute bartender smiled at Justin and gave him his second double bean of the night.

"Cheers," they said in unison and downed their glasses before slamming the glasses on the counter.

"Feel better?" asked Ethan.

"Much," said Justin. The double Jim bean had definitely helped.

"Now can we get back to the humping and grinding," said Gregory before he was swept away by the crowd.

Justin looked over at Ethan amused, Ethan giggled. "Yeah, he is much more queer after a few drinks."

"Come on cute stuff let's dance." Smiled Justin as he entwined his fingers with Ethan's and guided him back to the dance floor.

~~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~

**1:45 am.**

Justin leaned against the bar with a brewski in hand and moved to the music as Ethan trailed kisses from his jaw to his collarbone. He sighed contently, eyes unfocused, however, that was until he caught hazel eyes boring into him. Almost instantly the same blue eyes focused on the tall beautiful brunette and gave him his million-watt smile. Brian smirked in reply. Justin expected him to disappear again at any moment just like he had been doing for the better part of an hour, taking trips into (Justin was sure) the backroom with different hot looking studs. Yet now he simply stared back at Justin almost daring him to approach him.

_Oh no stud, I'm second to no one. _Breaking the connection with large hazel eyes he turned to Ethan who was making it his life's mission to make Justin feel good. And succeeding he was, okay it might have been a team effort, but at 17 he didn't need much of an excuse for his dick to get hard.

"Have you been to the backroom?"

"How do _you_ know about the backroom?"

Justin smiled slyly. "Sooo?"

"Maybe twice with-"

"Let me guess, Gre-go-ry," Justin finished with a roll of his eyes.

Ethan nodded his head sheepishly.

"How about you and I add one more to that list," Justin purred, which was a complete overkill. Ethan nodded his head and intertwining their fingers together they moved towards the backroom. Before they descended the steps to the backroom Justin looked around in search of hazel eyes and was pleased to find them almost instantly. Giving the brunette one last playful smile he turned and took the first step down to the infamous backroom.

Ethan had barely begun a steady rhythm when Brian glided almost god-like into the backroom, a trick not far behind him looking lucky to be one of the night's picks. _That good is he?_ Justin followed Brian's every move completely aware that their Peek-a-boo game was coming to an end. The gorgeous brunette it seemed decided that there wasn't a more comfortable spot then the one next to him, and Justin wasn't complaining.

The trick pushed Brian against the wall and in a blink of an eye had his pants undone and his (_Holy Shit)_ enormous cock out of his pants. Justin licked his lips and Brian growled, granted that could have been a combination between the trick's expert cock sucking and himself, but Justin didn't think so. Maybe Daphne was right, maybe he was too cocky.

Justin ran his fingers through Ethan's thick curls and gripped it tight enough to guide a few more inches of his dick into his mouth without once breaking eye contact with Brian. The trick servicing Brian definitely seem to know what he was going because it took absolutely no gag reflex to handle Brian's cock.

Justin felt his body shudder and knew he was close to the edge. "I'm so close," he whispered to Ethan finally breaking eye contact with Brian. Ethan looked up into his blue ones and sucked harder and faster making Justin cry out his release as Ethan swallowed all he had to give. He stood up and planted a sloppy kiss on the still shuddering Justin, and Justin wrapped his arms around him, probably not a scene too common in the backroom.

"How was that?" asked Ethan.

"Great. Now, let's get out of here." And they did but not before Justin mouthed 'later' to his amazingly sexy English lit. professor.


	4. Fuck Give and Pull, I say Pull and Pull

**Saturday October 14****th**** 2000 at 10:00 am**

It was the first weekend meeting of the semester for Lindsay's art group and of course it fell on to Brian (he just had to promise her) to be there bright and early but not without a large cup of non-fat latte.

As he prepared the classroom for the 11 am session Brian suddenly stopped on his tracks when he felt that eerie almost visceral way of knowing that he was being watched.

"Do you need a hand?"

Brian turned but there was no need, he knew exactly who the baritone voice belonged to. "Since you're already here."

As was custom during their previous afterschool art sessions Justin helped put things in place. If it were up to him the little fuckers would do it themselves, but since this was Lindsay's class he would obliged to her instructions.

Brian tried not to let his eyes wander but they wouldn't listen, instead they travelled over the snug fitting form of Justin's perfectly shaped ass in his 501 jeans to the v-neck cerulean-blue t-shirt that hugged his slender waist and made his stunning blue eyes even more stunning if that were possible.

"Why are you here so early?"

"Honestly, I saw your jeep from my window."

"Oh? So you see me come in every day?" he said in a whisper. _What the fuck am I doing?_

Justin smiled that impish smile. "Would you like me to see you _come_ in every day?"

Brian cleared his throat. "That is not how I meant it."

"Of course not, Mr. Kinney."

"You don't have to stay here 'till 11, you know."

"Oh I know," said Justin moving closer to him, their bodies separated only by a desk. "So tell me, Mr. Kinney is it all bets off on the premises of Proteus or does it extend…" he bit down on his full bottom lip and then licked his lips, and yes Brian did let out a low primal growl then. "further."

_Oh the little boy really wants to play with the big guys. Don't say I didn't warn you sonny boy._ "Now, now Mr. Taylor _now_ is not the time to discuss it."

"So we do have something to discuss?" Brian cocked an eyebrow at Justin but the blond was resilient. "I can tell you want me; I can feel it."

_Yeah, you don't have to tell my dick that._

Determined not to look into the blonde's blue eyes he said, "Aren't you a cocky one."

"My friend Daphne always says so, but it's not a crime to know that you are desired."

"And you think you know what that is do you?" He told himself not to but as if it were completely out of his control he looked up, their eyes locking automatically.

"Is that an invitation?"

"Wouldn't you like that," he sneered.

"I would," Justin purred shamelessly. Brian couldn't contain a shiver; he would definitely love to show this little twink what it truly felt like to be desired, scratch that, ravaged by Brian Kinney.

To stop himself from pouncing on the devil-may-care blond he glanced down at his watch and gave an internal sigh of relief. The watch read 10:55.

~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~~

**Monday October 16****th****, 2000 at 12:45 pm**

"This coffee is for shit," Brian whined avoiding the students' table at all cost.

"Not any less shitty than normal. Is everything alright Bri?"

"Dandy," he said tonelessly.

"Michael asked me to tell you that he will definitely be at Proteus tonight. Are you going to be there?"

"Yeah yeah, where else would I be," he spat out.

"No seriously Bri, whatever it is, you need to relieve that tension, it isn't good to keep it bottled up inside."

"Spare me your Buddhist shit Ben. This is something better left unopened." And as if on cue he turned towards the students' tables and his eyes met the piercing blue eyes of Justin Taylor.

"Don't look now but the new kid is staring at you-Brian." Brian turned to Ben scowling. Ben scowled back, eyes narrowing. "Don't you even think about it."

"Too late."

"Bri-"

"To think I mean. I know Ben, okay. You don't have to tell me," he hissed in a whisper and climbed out of the table and out of the cafeteria.

~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~

**Club Proteus 1:00 am**

With one arm on an exceptionally hot gym bunny and with the other snorting up his very own special trail mix Brian felt on top of the world. That was of course until the stepford fags shooed the hot gym bunny away and led him towards the bar.

"Another double Jim be-"

"No, Brian. We didn't bring you over to the bar so you can order more drinks," said Michael scornfully.

"Well and here I thought that's what bars were for."

"You know what I mean, asshole. Jesus Christ Brian what is the matter with you anyways?"

"Nothing Mikey. I am fa-bu-lous."

"Yeah you also smell like whiskey, cigarettes, and the backroom," Michael paused to turn to Theodore, whom Brian had just noticed. "how many now?"

Ted shrugged, "Emmett and I lost count after he hauled the 6th trick into the backroom."

"Well glad someone is keeping some sort of count," Brian slurred.

"Uh huh," said Ben. "Does this have something to do with that kid-"

"Don't you even dare Ben," Brian warned.

"What? To do with what kid, Ben?" Michael asked looking from one to the other.

"Don't worry about it, Mikey," Brian drawled waving his hand dismissively as if that one gesture could keep him from wanting what he wanted, even if that meant wanting what he couldn't have.

~~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~~~

**Tuesday October 17****th**** 2000 at 10:35 am.**

For the past thirty minutes Brian had found himself eye-fucking the blond twink every time he believed it would go unnoticed by the rest of the class. Justin pulled and he pulled back, it was a glorious tug of war where both opponents seemed equally matched. _Yeah, because I can't throw you over my desk and really give you what you deserve._

This time it was Justin who looked away when Ethan whispered something in his ear that made him chuckle. Brian point out blank refused to think about it, instead he picked on the next reader.

"Mr. Gold, continue reading."

"Uh, sure." He gave Justin a helpless look, and Justin shrugged back looking apologetic. "Where exactly did we leave off?"

"Start at the third paragraph of page 130." Brian said scathingly.

"Yes s-sir," Ethan stuttered and began to read.

As if his eyes were magnets attracted to blue one's he turned to meet their gaze. But the look wasn't welcoming, it was hostile. _Yeah, yeah, I know, pathetic. Not that I'll ever admit it out loud._

~~~~~~3~~~~~~~

**St. Francis parking lot 6:07 pm.**

Most of the day progressed much like that morning, except that it was becoming more and more difficult to keep himself from devouring Justin with his eyes. _It's only looking,_ he told himself, as long as he didn't intend to touch, but he wanted to. So, of course he was glad when the school day finally ended for more reasons than one.

"You want me to just put these in the back seat?" Brian nodded his head as he opened the other side door unceremoniously tossing the contents on his hands into the backseat. "Hey," Justin reprimanded, "that is people's art you are manhandling there."

"Not yours," Brian replied simply and without thinking.

Justin rewarded him with his million-watt smile. _God he is so fucking beautiful-Hot, he is hot. _Combing back his golden locks Justin asked, "So are you close with Ms. Peterson?"

"Yeah," he said with a shrug, "I met her in college."

They closed the car doors in unison. "Do you live far?" the blond asked as he came around the side of the car and with the confidence that a seventeen-year-old should not possess leaned over the driver's door.

Brian cocked an eyebrow at him. "You are astoundingly cheeky, you know that?"

"I've been told that once or twice," he said licking his lips. Brian doubted that it was intentional that time but it still didn't stop him from almost letting out a growl. "So are you filling for Ms. Peterson for what I like to call 'Mischief Patrol' next week?"

Brian chuckled and nodded. _Yeah, you cheeky bastard. I wonder what horrors you have in store for me._

"The guys say that when you're on the mischief patrol going out is off limits."

"Is that so?"

"Yeah, something about you being unpredictable. So I told them, 'guys don't you worry your little hearts," he put his hand over his heart, "I will take one for team and stay behind to cover for you'."

"Uh huh. And why are you telling me this?"

"Because I know better. You want them gone just as much as I do," and on that tantalizing note he backed off the jeep, turned on his heel and walked away.

_Fuck me._


	5. What's a Friend Without the Benefits

**Saturday October 21****st**** 2000 at an ungodly hour.**

The sky outside was its darkest yet, which could only mean that they had a few minutes to sneak back inside without the light of day giving them away.

"I told you that party was bad news," Ethan moaned as they ran full pelt towards St. Francis high school.

"Don't fucking start," Gregory growled. Justin agreed with both at them.

"Let's just make it before bed checks okay guys," Justin said before Ethan could retort.

They sped through the parking lot and stopped only when they reached the back door of the building. Gregory who had already pulled out his keys jammed one of them in the keyhole and pulled the door open trying to be both quick and quiet. "It sure pays to be fucking the Headmaster's daughter," Ethan said in a giggle awarding himself a grimace from Gregory. Justin swallowed back a laugh as they took the stairs two at a time.

As soon as the door to their dormitory was opened they threw themselves into the room panting without bothering to turn on the lights.

"Close the door," said Justin to Ethan who was closest to the door as he held the stitch on his side. Ethan instantly complied.

"That was fucking close," growled Gregory throwing himself on his bed. Justin and Ethan followed throwing themselves unto their adjacent beds.

"What a nightmare," Ethan said after a long moment of silence pulling off his shirt. He shivered and the two other followed. "You are never taking the lead again."

Justin couldn't help but agree and made a conscious effort to put that evening to the back of his mind as he stripped for bed.

"Well, we got out, didn't we?" Gregory said defensively kicking off his tennis shoes and pulling off his shirt.

Ethan stared in horrified disbelief. "Yeah, just because you came running out of that room screaming, 'Statutory rape, statutory rape, we're under age, we're under age!'"

Justin couldn't help but laugh, Ethan joined him, and eventually Gregory did too.

"I had never been more glad to be thrown out like yesterday's trash," said Justin once the laughter had settled down.

"Me too," the other two replied in unison.

"X listing Gary Sapperstein," said Gregory moving his fingers to trace an X through the air.

"Bed checks," called a voice from outside their dorm before the door swung opened.

All three automatically brought the blankets up to their necks and feigned sleep. Justin scrunched up his nose when he felt the light turn on through his closed eyelids.

A minute later the lights came off and the door closed.

Justin thought about saying something, but didn't really know what to say. He laid quietly for a long time hearing Gregory's breathing become heavier and heavier as he fell asleep. A rustle nearby and then a shift and a dent on the side of his bed told him Ethan was there. Justin moved aside to give Ethan more room before they fell asleep in each other's arms.

"Justin, Justin!" growled Gregory. Justin felt himself being unceremoniously shoved and opened his eyes to see Gregory towering over him and Ethan's stirring form.

"What?" he snapped rubbing his sleepy eyes. Ethan yawned and sat up.

"Why are you disturbing our sleep?" asked Ethan pouting.

Gregory scoffed. "Aren't you two the cutest. Well sorry to cut the romantic shit short but it's 10:50."

"So?"

"My soccer practice starts in ten minutes."

"So?" asked Ethan again running his fingers through Justin's golden locks.

"Shit!" Justin snapped sitting up and almost making Ethan fall, well he did but Gregory caught him before he hit the floor.

"Exactly," said Gregory.

Justin practically ran to the bathroom. There was no way in hell he was going to miss an eye-fucking session with the most beautiful man he had ever seen.

"Don't pout Ethan, it doesn't become you," Justin heard Gregory's voice from the bathroom.

"Fuck you," he heard Ethan say and then a clank which meant Ethan had thrown something at Gregory who had deflected it.

"Stop tormenting him," Justin said slapping Gregory in the arm as he pulled on black jeans and a white t-shirt with the word 'fcuk' written in black bold letters. "See ya," he said to Ethan and gave him a lingering kiss before breaking apart and turning to Gregory. "Ready?"

During the descent to the first floor landing Gregory remained quiet, almost too quiet. "Does it bother you?" Justin asked without preemptive.

"What bothers me?" he replied rather lamely. _Oh so we're gonna act stupid now are we, I'm so not playing that game._

"Don't."

Gregory sighed and turned to look at Justin once they were outside the building, Justin looked back at him. "I don't want to talk about it."

"So it doesn't?"

"There you are! Practice started fifteen minutes ago, lets go. Oh, hey Justin," said Rob who had stopped running once he reached them.

"Hey Rob, I was just heading to my art group, see you two later," said Justin with a wave and headed to the West Building where his art class waited along with his mouthwatering professor.

But Justin didn't make it to his art group before being abruptly shoved into an empty classroom and then slammed against a wall but not before he heard the door close behind them. Of course he knew it was Mr. Kinney without even having to see him, the Armani cologne mixed in with the cigarettes and a smell that was all Mr. Kinney invaded his senses as soon as he had touched him. _God, he smells so good._ Justin was also excruciatingly aware that it was the first time he had ever touched him.

"Why are you so late?" Mr. Kinney growled into his ear, it seemed he was unable to pull away.

"Huh," Justin managed to say.

"I saw you last night, when did you get home?"

"Ummm.."

"Are you alright? You look like shit," he said finally backing away.

"Oh, thanks. And why wouldn't I be?" said Justin defensively, not appreciating the comment on his appearance.

"That's not what I mean. I saw you three talking to the Zap and then you were gone."

"The 'zap'?" Justin asked confused.

"Gary."

"Oh," Justin said as an unwelcome shudder passed through him. Brian noticed and narrowed his eyes.

"Tell me," he commanded.

"Excuse me, I don't appreciate your tone Mr-"

"Justin."

The tone on the brunette's voice made Justin acquiesce. "Nothing happened okay," Then he smiled remembering Gregory's escape strategy. Brian eyes widened then. "You can say that Gregs saved the day."

"But-"

"Nothing happened and I would rather not relive what could have, okay?"

Brian nodded his head and looked down at his hands as if he had just realized they were gripping Justin's forearms. "Sorry," he said dropping his hands to his side. "I just wanted to make sure my students weren't going to end up dead and as headlight news."

"I was alive when you shoved me in here and I'm still alive now," said Justin teasingly biting his lip. The worry in Brian's hazel eyes was instantly replaced by hunger. "Is that really why you brought me here, to have your way with me?"

Brian growled and hit the wall with his palms on either side of Justin, his eyes had this primal hunger that made Justin's mouth dry. He licked his lips but that was a mistake because a second later Brian grunted and walked out of the room, leaving the door open. Justin waited a couple of minutes willing his hard-on to go away before he followed. _Think puppies, think puppy with a missing leg. Aww. OK. I'm good._

~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~~

**BLDG. D4. The boys' dorm at 9:00 pm.**

"Please Justin, you'll be stuck here for two whole weekends, lets go back to Proteus tonight," Ethan pleaded trailing kisses down Justin's face, neck, and what was bare of his chest.

Justin chuckled. "Okay, okay, you win. I'll go."

"Great," said Gregory bitterly.

"Why so glum Gregs at least you'll know you'll get laid without worrying who's a top," Justin teased.

" .Taylor."

"Oh, don't pout it doesn't become you," Ethan sniggered. Justin laughed and high fived Ethan, whom practically glowed when he smiled at Justin.

"Keep it up and I won't give you the keys," he snarled.

"Oh you mean these keys," said Ethan taking out the keys from his back pocket and jiggling them in front of his face.

Justin doubled over with laughter at the incredulous look on Gregory's face. Chuckling he left Ethan and Gregory to discuss the meaning of privacy and better hiding places as he stepped into the bathroom to get ready.

~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~

**Club Proteus at 12:32 am**

The blinding lights engulfed the two figures as they swayed together, moving to the beat of the techno music.

"I'm thirsty," Justin whispered into Ethan's ear.

"Me too, I'll go grab us some drinks," and he was gone, submerged into the sea of dancing bodies. And that's when he saw him, Brian.

Not only was he looking straight at him, but he was making his way towards him. Justin didn't bother to hide the grin that curled onto his lips.

"Hey," he said when he reached Justin. Brian moved in closer while still moving to the music and almost snakelike slithered his arms around Justin's neck pushing him closer in the process.

Justin swallowed. "Hey."

"Relax," Brian purred and he did.

Brian's hand on him felt amazing, it was almost like he couldn't get enough of him, and Justin was just fine with that because he didn't want Brian to ever stop. They moved and swayed in sync, eyes locked, foreheads pressed together, and not to mention raging hard-ons pressed onto each other's thigh. One song ended and then another, but they didn't pull apart, and Justin wasn't sure if he could even breathe again if they did.

Justin purred when Brian stroked his hair and almost came when the older man ran his fingers down his back, cupping his ass and growling his pleasure into Justin's ear.

In that instant and without a doubt Justin knew he wanted this man to be his first real exploration to all of what gay sex had to offer. Perhaps not here and not now, but soon, very soon.

"Justin we have to go," he heard Ethan say from his right. He turned to Ethan as if snapping from a daze and moaned his disappointment when Brian pulled away.

"Oh, yeah. Right. Okay," He turned to Brian, "Later." And followed Ethan out of the club, stopping only to grab their jackets.

~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~

**St. Francis High School Gate at 2:23 am**

"Are you not gonna talk to me?"

Ethan turned to him and gave him a small smile. "I'm talking."

"Right."

They stopped at the gate to St. Francis high school so Ethan could unlock it. Justin pushed it open and closed it behind them, hearing the 'clunk' that signified that the locks had clicked back in place.

"Are you mad?"

"Why would I be mad?" Ethan retorted not looking up at him as they made their way home in haste.

"I don't know," Justin lied. _Maybe cuz I was practically having sex with our professor on the dance floor when I was supposed to be there with you._

The rest of the journey went by in silence and neither of them spoke until they had stripped off their clothes, took separate showers and climbed into their respective beds.

"So you're not sleeping in my bed tonight?" Justin asked the darkness, his head turned towards Ethan's bed.

"Do you want me to?" Ethan asked in a quiet voice.

"I asked, didn't I."

He heard more than saw Ethan climbed out of his bed and into Justin's. Justin sat up and scooted to give him more room. They turned to each other and barely seeing more than their outlines they moved until their lips met. Justin kissed him full and heartily and Ethan responded almost at once melting into him and moaning into his mouth.

Justin broke the kiss only to trail kisses down Ethan's neck, his chest, his flat stomach, and paused only long enough to pull down Ethan's briefs. He wrapped his hand around Ethan's cock, and was pleased to feel that it was already hard, he licked from his balls to the head of his dick, causing Ethan to shiver.

Placing both hands on either side of Ethan's thighs Justin engulfed him whole into his mouth. Ethan whimpered and he could feel how hard he struggled to keep his hips from moving. It only took a few minutes of the steady (fast hard, fast hard, slow, fast hard) rhythm and Justin wondering what it would feel like to have Brian's enormous cock fucking his mouth to bring Ethan to the edge. But Justin pushed that thought aside when he felt Ethan tense up, his cock swelling in his mouth before he came. Justin swallowed every drop before coming up to kiss Ethan.

They kissed until their lips were raw and when Ethan pulled away he flipped Justin over and reciprocated.


	6. Let the Games Begin

**Sunday October 22****nd**** 2000 at 5:49 am**

"Bed checks, bed checks," Justin heard in between sleep and wake. He attempted to stir but couldn't due to the heavy weight on his chest in the form of a sleeping Ethan.

"Ethan, Ethan," he said shoving him. "Bed check."

Ethan sat bolt upright just as they heard the door turn, but it was locked. _Thank God Ethan always remembers._ As Ethan climbed out of his bed and unto his own Justin heard the door click open. He peeked a look at Ethan to see he was under his blankets before the lights came on.

"Come on boys, wake up, Mass starts at 7 o'clock on the dot. You wouldn't want to be late." Mrs. Blanc, the French instructor scowled.

"We're up mam, we're up," they said in unison.

Satisfied she turned and went to ruin the sleep of others.

"Good save," Gregory muttered (was that bitterly, Justin shrugged) sitting up in bed once the door closed.

"My heart was gonna jump out of my chest," said Ethan giggling.

"And mine," Justin added sitting up and stretching.

"I'm gonna shower, Maya said she was going to come over here before mass."

"Have you actually had sex with her?" Justin asked without thinking.

Ethan snorted and Gregory rewarded him with a scowl. "Are you crazy, her dad would kill me. I'm 'lucky' enough to be dating her-"

"Her exact words," piped up Ethan who was rummaging for something church worthy to wear. Justin got up to do the same.

Gregory looked like he was about to retort but decided against it, and instead went into the bathroom and slammed the door.

"Maybe we should be more considerate," Justin said pulling out boring black trousers, a light-blue buttoned up shirt and a dark blue tie from his wardrobe.

Ethan shrugged and Justin didn't press it.

~~~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~

**The boys' dorm at 1:35 pm**

The headmaster might attempt to kill Gregory for popping his daughter's cherry but there was obviously nothing against kissing and disgusting hetero humping.

Justin turned horrified to Ethan, whom looked back amused.

Then suddenly Ethan smiled, and at Justin's quizzical look he said quietly, "Watch this."

Stealthily Ethan walked to the door, opened it and then slammed it while saying at the same time, "Headmaster Hawthorne what are you-Oh Maya, she's right here."

There was a sound like a vacuum being powered off as Gregory and Maya broke apart. Maya stared daggers at Ethan as he and Justin rolled with laughter.

"Very funny Ethan," Gregory drawled.

"You think you two would have gotten used to it by now," he said sobering up.

"Whatever, I'm out of here. I should've been down at the stadium by now anyways," she stood up, long auburn hair swinging, blue pompoms in hand, "are you coming?"

"Of course he is, aren't you Gregs? We'll follow." Justin said desperate to get the couple out of the room and out of sight.

Gregory looked betrayed before he planted a fake smile on his face and followed his girlfriend out of the room.

"He's going to be so mad." Ethan said laughing once the door closed behind the couple.

"Why, because you interrupted his face sucking?"

"No, because that's normally our, ummm-" Ethan stopped and turned red.

"Right," Justin said pulling his tie off and tossing it on the floor by the side of his bed.

He saw Ethan approach him from the corner of his eyes and didn't look up until he felt his weight on the bed. "Justin-" Ethan began but Justin stopped him with kiss.

"Whatever there is between you and Gregory or anyone else for that matter is none of my business. We're all friends here right?" Ethan nodded a little unsurely. "Good, now go lock the door."

...

Justin was all for skipping the game in lieu of kissing and sucking, sketches and violin music but Ethan would have none of it. So very reluctantly he followed Ethan to the football stadium after donning a pair of 501 wash-blue jeans and a green t-shirt with a smiley face (only because Ethan had informed him that the rival team's color was green and yellow) on it.

"There you guys are," said Gregory as they made their way to his party. They exchanged greetings with the rest of the group before Gregory filled them in on the game's status, and honestly Justin couldn't care less.

Ethan seemed to be paying attention though because he said, "Dear god, if it were soccer he would've been red carded for that."

"That's exactly what I said," pipped up one of Gregory's friend, he was short but bulky with sandy blonde hair. Justin knew he'd seem him in history class before but couldn't put a name to the face.

At some point during the game and many promises of reward under Ethan's breath Justin began to enjoy himself, so much so that by the end of the game he was insulting the players along with the spectators about 'poor form'.

"We're garbage," Rob concluded looking at the scoreboard. It read 39 to 16 rival team.

"At least our cheerleaders are hot," said sandy hair making Ethan roll his eyes. Justin chuckled and coughed to hide it.

"It is getting cold," the petite dark skinned girl said with a shiver. "So Gregs are you going to formally introduce us to your new roommate?"

"Oh yeah sorry," he said sheepishly. "Justin this is Emily. Emily this is Justin…" And he progressed to introduce Justin to the rest of the group of teenagers, he found out sandy hair's name was Chris. _Go figure._

"Do you guys want to grab dinner at that diner a few blocks from here?" Adam asked. He was the tall one with square glasses and a wide chin.

"Sure," said Gregory, Emily, Chris, Brady, and Cecilia but Ethan, Justin, and Rob declined.

"I have some art projects I need to finish," Justin explained.

"You know how Professor Filipo is if I don't practice, I've put it off long enough," he said more to Gregory than anyone else.

"Okay, bye then," said Gregory unable to hide his disappointment.

"See ya," they said as they walked away from their party and out of the stadium.

~~~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~

**St. Francis Art room D7 at 7:47 pm.**

"Did you have fun with the heteros?" Justin asked when he looked up from his sketch at the sound of footsteps and his eyes fell on Gregory.

He shrugged. "Where's Ethan?"

"Follow the sound of violin music," Justin said adding the finishing touches to his drawing, when he looked back up again Gregory was gone. _Okay so I lied. It does bother me._

He traced a finger over his sketch and smiled. He was the last person to claim jealousy when he had spent the better part of an hour sketching the man he couldn't get out of his head. The intensity in the eyes of the sketch/Brian made him redden in reminiscence. _God, Monday can't come soon enough._

~~~~~~~~~~3~~~~~~~~

**Monday October 23****rd**** 2000 at 5:07 pm**

"How about neither, I still think you're making a huge mist-"

"I'm not Daph. He's gonna be the one, I'm certain of it."

"How do you even know if he wants you?"

He grinned widely into the phone. "Oh Daphne, I know."

"Uh huh. So there's nothing I can say to change your mind is there?"

"Nope."

"Bitch."

"Hey!"

"Well you better give me all the details, okay maybe not _all_ the details. By the way are you coming home for Thanksgiving?"

That wiped the grin out of his face. "I don't know. They haven't asked me."

"No…Oh Justin I'm sure your mom and Molly want to see y-"

"I gotta go Daph."

"But Justin-"

"Later." Justin clicked the phone off and tossed it on his bed. Seconds before he had been too excited to sit down and now all he wanted to do was crawl under the covers and sleep for days. It hadn't gone unnoticed to him that it was now exactly a month before Thanksgiving and his mom had never mentioned him visiting (because that is what he would be doing) over the holidays on any of the times she called.

The shower shutoff and the abrupt change in noise caused Justin to snap out of his thoughts, remembering that Gregory had been in the shower. Deciding that he could really use a smoke Justin pulled out the cigarette pack that was hidden inside his underwear drawer, and before Gregory had a chance to come out he was gone.

...

Sitting up on the windowsill and staring out an open window of the Art building's third floor Justin took a long drag from his cigarette and blew out the smoke through his nose. It wasn't that he actually wanted to go home for Thanksgiving (though seeing Daphne would be nice), but it was the fact that his own family had neglected to invite him. _I guess there's not much to be thankful for when you have a queer for a son,_ he thought bitterly.

"Fuck," he heard from outside the locked door. For a split second Justin panicked almost putting out his cigarette but then he heard the sound of keys jingling, and smiling with the knowledge of who was on mischief patrol today took another drag out of his cigarette.

The door opened, closed, and locked before Mr. Kinney turned the corner and froze cigarette in mouth upon seeing Justin sitting on the windowsill. He had changed out of his black slacks, burgundy buttoned-up shirt and tie for black Nikes, blue 501 jeans and a black v-neck shirt that made Justin want to touch and see if it was as soft as it looked.

Hey," Justin said blowing out a puff of smoke.

"What are you doing here?" he asked taking the cigarette out of his mouth.

Justin lifted his cigarette over his head as if to say, 'duh, smoking, what do you think.'

"You do know there's no smoking allowed on the premises right?"

"Why do you think I'm here?"

Brian narrowed his eyes and seemed to consider his options for a moment before he put the cigarette back in his mouth and lit it while making his way over to Justin and the open window.

"How did you know about this room?" Brian asked after taking a few drags off of his cigarette. He was close enough to the window but maintaining a safe distance from the younger man.

"Well Emily, you know Emily Hudson?" Brian nodded. "She told me in smoker confidence that the sculpture rooms in the Art building had great ventilation, especially that large room, S8, I think. Well anyways, I wanted to be alone so I let myself into one of the smaller rooms instead."

"I can leave if you want, you were here first after all," Mr. Kinney said but made no move to leave.

Justin shook his head. "Stay."

"Okay," he said and leaned against the wall.

Justin finished his cigarette rolling the butt out of the window and stuffing the filter back into his empty cigarette pack. He looked up to see Brian watching him, he grinned and jumped off the windowsill.

"You going?" Brian asked as if he was unable to help himself.

"You want me to?" he replied while moving closer to him.

"Mr. Taylor," Brian warned when Justin stopped in front of him, snatched the cigarette out of his hand, and took a long drag before handing it back to him with a smirk.

"Yes Mr. Kinney?" he purred trailing a finger from Mr. Kinney's exposed neck to his naval and only stopped when his hand was slapped away. _Yep, just as soft as I imagined. _Justin looked up to meet large hazel eyes and was pleased to see that the gesture was contradictory to the look on the older man's face. "Why," Justin practically whined.

"Too many reasons to name."

"Keep telling yourself that they matter."

Brian chuckled then. A deep throaty sound that sent shivers down Justin's spine as goosebumps spread across his skin and his cock throb in the restraints on his jeans.

"You are so very cheeky," Brian said with a smile as he put out his cigarette.

"Here," said Justin offering the empty pack of cigarettes, "my pack is empty now so you can just throw it in here." And he did.

"Want another?" Brian asked and Justin nodded. "You really shouldn't be smoking though," he added almost like an afterthought.

Justin shrugged. "When did you start smoking?"

Brian grinned. "I was 14. God, I should really stop."

"You should," said Justin with his cigarette in mouth as Brian leaned forward to light it. Of course he had his own light, but he would never begrudge Brian's intentional proximity.

"And you?"

"Me?" Justin said momentarily distracted by the closeness and intoxicating smell of the older man.

"Yeah you. When did you start your cancerous addiction?" To Justin's disappointment he went back to lean against the wall as he lit his own cigarette.

"Just last year. I did it to piss off Chris, but that went out the window real quick."

"What did? 'Chris' or the fact that you forgot it was only meant to piss him off?"

Justin grinned. "Both."

"So who is this Chris?" he asked inhaling from his cigarette.

Justin scowled. "The reason I'm here."

"Oh?"

"Yeah. It was pretty horrible, not to mention humiliating when his dad caught us. The fucking prick turned on me and practically accused me of molesting him. Me?!" He took another long drag.

"Preposterous," Brain said teasingly and Justin stuck out his tongue. "You seem to be enjoying yourself though."

"It could be more of an enjoyment if you want it to be," said Justin with a crooked smile.

"I think you have it covered."

"Doubtful."

They finished their cigarettes in silence as Justin contemplated the best way to tell Brian what he'd been craving to tell him since Saturday night.

"So," Justin began trying to catch Brian's eyes, but the latter was too busy staring down at the hand holding his cigarette. "I want you to be the one," he continued deciding that he should throw it out in the open.

Brian looked up, his expression bemused. "The one to what?"

"You know, to be my first."

Justin smiled his million-watt smile and watched as Brian's eyes darkened and trailed over his body and then back up to his face.

"Add one my reason to that list," said Brian a little bitterly.

Justin rolled his big blue eyes. "Again with that. Tell me Brian, do you want it?"

"Wanting has nothing to do with it."

"I don't care about morality, rules, or the one hundred and million reasons we shouldn't that you waste your time thinking about. All I know is that I want you like I've never wanted anyone else in my entire life. When I'm near you, it-it consumes me, and I know you feel it too."

"Justin we-I can't," he groaned running his right hand through his dark hair in exasperation.

"I swear I won't say anything."

"Not even to your little friends?"

Excited that Brian was even considering it he quickly said, "Of course not. I would never do that."

They stared at each other for a long time, and Justin who was almost too scared to blink made no movement to touch him. Yet, he craved it like a man dying of thirst. Brian lifted his hand as if to touch him but just as quickly dropped it.

"No Justin. Find someone else," he practically snarled as he pushed him out of the way.

Momentarily stunned Justin staggered but regained his footing almost at once. "I do love playing games Mr. Kinney."

Brian didn't answer instead he slammed door leaving Justin alone but by no means defeated.

Justin waited a whole of fifteen minutes before he followed Brian (for one, he didn't want any questions being asked before anything actually happened, and two it took longer than usual to think of things that would make his dick soft) out the door.

"So what is this going to be a nightly thing now? Am I going to have to warn you just in case so we all don't get the boot?"

"Why the fuck are you being so hostile?"

"I'm not hostile, I'm pissed, ok, maybe a little hostile. But this shit, it fucking bothers me, it bothers me a lot."

"Weren't you the one who at the end of term last year said, "Whatever you think this is, it's over"."

"I know what I said, Ethan."

"So what exactly are you saying now?"

Justin should have probably made his presence known then but he didn't.

"I hate how it feels to see you with him, okay. I fucking hate it."

"Anything else?"

"I…"

"Right. Let's just find Justin before Mr. Kinney gives us a 'hey I'm an asshole, surprise' check, okay?"

"Fine."

"Good."

Justin stepped out of the room startling the two brunettes. "Hey."

"Hi," they said awkwardly.


End file.
